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JUSTICE NEWS & HOMELESS BLUES IN THE BAY AREA 


The Street pe ing CHANT 


: by Mary Rudge 


Oh they’ ve foreclosed the home , 
vofthefree. == 
: They mortgaged sce old 


| Stand t together! Resist! Resist! 


this land of equality. ae | 
“Why: won't you let us do business? Let us be! 


do you see us as the enemy?” : 
| Because your coprorate decisions led us to this 
| Stand together! Resist! Resist! 


Oh they’ ye foreclosed the ae 
of the free. 

Now we are the brave 

to Occupy and save the country 
that’s home to you and me _ 

the country that’s our democracy. 


do you protest & make us grieve? 

don’t you pack up your tents & leave?” 

se our lives are wrecked by you & your syst 
ogether! Resist! Resist! 


have to fight & take issue? 


i 
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A Noble Task 


by Sue Ellen Pector 


For Occupy Wall Street 
activists everywhere | 


ke your sleeping bags with you?” 
e we're houseless & broke! _ 
Don’t you get the gist? _ 

tand together! Resist! Resist! 


Charming royalty into kindness, 
casting spells upon 

the captains of capital to do good, 
camping on site to 

persuade the powerful 

tobend tosoften toshare 
so the proletariat can breathe, 
is the artist’s path. 


| “What do you think your protest will pring? 
| How much longer do we have to hear you sing? 
| A long time — until you cease & desist 

Stand epee Resist! Resist! 


you'll be moved, of course. 
oF the police force!” ee J 

| That means war! People raise your fi fists! 

[ Stand together! Resist! Resist! 


Stand together! Resist! Resist! 
| Stand together! Resist! Resist! 
Stand together! Resist! ‘Resist! 


There’s only 1% of them 

‘We must unify 

Hold onto that piece of ground 
Hella occupy 


L In the city streets 
At the ae banks - 


“Spring Has Arrived” Poster art by Heather Kern 


RECUERDO [memory] 
by Mary Rudge 

It’s the same faces I saw in the demonstrations 
against the Vietnam War still here — 

Oh, wait, it’s look-alikes, 

these are their children. 

Yet that seems the sign I carried 

“A child in Iraq died for my car” 

painted over with today’s slogan. 


I thought I was still young, still in the 
same march, still in the same sit-in, still in 

front of the military fence 

chanting with others “Illegal to Kill” 

as they took us off to jail for our words, 

Father Vitale praying all the way. I thought I was 
again outside the prison calling out 

“Capital punishment should be a crime.” 

At the school saying “don’t cut the programs!” 
At the college saying, “cut tuition.” 

I have been here before, 

I have never left the demonstration. 

See where that sidewalk is crumbled and broken 
from the weight of so many demonstrations. 

See where my shadow stays permanently 

like a tattoo where that cement is broken with age, 
stained with the pain from the impress of 

so many efforts to change things, 

our faces forever here 

occupying the spaces before your eyes. 


Night Streets 
by Claire J. Baker 


1. As a swaddled small child 
she was cart-pushed 
from lamp to lamp 
by her destitute mother 
who sought comfort 
from light overhead. 


2. Shopping on these streets 
the child now mature, 

a fulfilled woman, 
remembers her mother, 
stops under night flowers, 
gazes into pale petals. 


Hiding in Heartless 
Vulgarity 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


Pummeled by rain 
they stagger and wobble, 
the weary ones, sans shelter. 


Terrified it might happen to them, 
the comfortable, hiding 

in heartless vulgarity, 

target folks trapped and 

lost in poverty. 


by Judy Jones 


who are the destitute 

are they babies 

with blood-curdling screams 
dying of wretched neglect 
hunger and fright 


until death’s doors 
open wide 
silencing forever 
the infant’s screams 


or are the destitute 
the homeless 

who aren't allowed 
to sit stand eat or sleep 

and put in jails if they try to pee. 


no the destitute on this earth 
are you and me 

ignoring the cries of the millions 
dying on our streets 

| and the starving babies’: > 
blood-curdling screams 

whose final homes 

are unmarked graves 

trampled under our heartless feet 


who are the destitute? 


economic recovery 
by Randy Fingland | 

yes Virginia there’s a 
panhandler’s union 

an abc of etiquette 

passed down through generations 
in a constiution 

guarantees same rights 

to edible leftovers 

found beside the road 

of needs voted upon-by 
empty stomachs in passage 


street inventory 
by Randy Fingland 
even if it’s fiction 

pardon my addiction 

to a home of my own 
where my stuff can be 
sorted to individual 
compartments instead of 
spread everywhere 
through my bags 
because comfort 

is knowing 

what I remember 

is still with me 


Winter nights bring hurled insults. 


Who Are the Destitute? 
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(coke) Art by Jonathan Burstein 


The Young Runaways 
by Julia Vinograd 


When the TV said the sky was falling 

young runaways told their friends, packed lunch; 

brought a wine bottle and a sheet 

and went to the low mountains 

where everything was clear as a mirror. 

The young runaways let mirrors look at them as a gift. 
| The mountains were old as they were young, both were lovely. 
| After the wine the young runaways held up the sheet’s 4 quarters _ 

and caught shiny large pieces of sky drifting slowly down 

before the falling sky got citystained, splintered and trampled 

by frightened people too busy for sky even when it wasn’t falling. 

One girl scotch-taped fallen leaves and a pattern of dropped grey feathers 

over her piece of sky, she blew on the feathers, they moved a little 
| making her dog bark. She laughed and shushed him. 
| She knew a trading novelty store. An older boy with a guitar 
| fastened extra strings over his sky piece and strummed it lightly; 

it sounded like nothing on earth. It was a gift for the musician 
| they were couchsurfing with. Good for at least another 2 weeks. 

A girl with blonde dreadlocks, a tarot deck and astrological tatoos 
| wrapped her piece up in her green velvet shawl, 
| she’s been visiting a goddess coven that might use her fallen sky 

as a crystal ball. When the young runaways 

cast late afternoon shadows, mountain tall 

they’d found good homes for their pieces of fallen sky 

and the bottle was empty. 
| Good homes for everything except themselves. 

Young runaways went back to the street, wrapped in folds of time, 

shining, hiding behind doorways, sometimes hiding behind clouds. 


On the Brink 


by George Wynn 


Whoever has to deal 

with foreclosure 

and mortgage _ 

has to deal with 

how does it feel 

to get a raw deal? 

and inhabit the 

realm of beyond stress 
seeing the faces 

of bankers who do 

not recognize themselves 
and the harm they have done 
to victims on the brink 
holding on day after day 
desperate to join hands 

to help get out of this mess 


After Years of Abuse 
by Claire J. Baker 


Not destroyed, she slips free, 

an heir of fresh air, knowing 
never again will she let 

anyone push her to the brink, 
insult her life, put down 

her love and talent, try to part 
her hair on the other side, 

dye it blue to match her bruises. 


Today she walks around a lake, 
whispers high points of survival. 
Clouds lift from her eyes, 

float away on ripples. 

She smiles, 

reflects how in sunset the lake 
glows with gold not of this earth. 


| One step 
| One word 
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Almost Died for Lack 


of Love 
by J. Fernandez Rua 


I stay at the California Hotel 

three flights up, in 315, a 

room with fear-sweat scarred walls 
and cracked windows 

not much larger than a jail cell. 

And a narrow bed 

just wide enough for me. 

I know — 

hardly worth talking about 

but it beats the pavement 

the crooked slabs of gray 

where I barely slept and 

almost died for lack of love. 

I know — 

the ceiling leaks and 

the mouse across the hall visits me daily 
but nothing’s worse 

believe me 

than that forever mournful line 
where the mind, the soul 

dies long before the body 

I know — 

I’ve been there. 

From my window 

I see a man stumbling along 

always treated like a thing 

Could be you 

me 
anyone 
reduced to blue and gray, 

a three-dimensional being in a 
two-dimensional space 

and I pray 

God I pray 

that he finds a square little room 
somewhere, anywhere 

just like mine 

where he can take off his shoes and 
just be. Just be with all:that was torn 
away and watch his roots take hold 
and grow again. 


One stitch 
One breath at atime. 


On the Road to 
Damascus 


by J. Fernandez Rua 


Kight years ago 

on a blue-bottom, beat-me-down 
November night | 

in a black-and-blue neon life 

I walked up on a man 

face down on the pavement 
dead in a pool of blood 

head bashed in and a bag of rock — 
La piedrita blanca — : 
dumped over his body. 

And what hurts me 

what haunts me still 

is that I saw death up close 

not only his — but mine too 

and wasn’t moved a stitch 

no thoughts of God 

nothing 

just another night and 

another dead nobody 

on another shutdown street 

in another boarded-up city 
and I didn’t even break a sweat 
I just walked on 

kept on walking 

far and away from myself 

away from my own mutilation 
my obligation to life and love 
kept on walking 

a locked down man 

in an invisible cage 

far away from my soul 

so far that I turned into a lump of salt 
a scarred wall of stone and 
didn’t even know it and if I did 
I didn’t give a damn 

until now 

right now. 


| by Dee Allen 
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There’s No More 
Walking for Me 


by J. Fernandez Rua 


There’s no more walking for me 

no more pulling and pushing a cart 
knapsacks, things, bags on my back. 
There’s no more walking for me 

no more going somewhere, anywhere, 
anymore 

just because there’s nowhere else to go 
or friends looking beyond me 
refusing to see 

to them I’m already a shadow 

a throwaway thing 

I still hear them telling me 

“Sorry. You can’t stay here. 

You need to go. 

But please take this.” 

No, there’s no more walking for me 
No more stretches of street 
sidewalk 

tar and concrete 

that never end for some, for us 

who go on and on until we’re gone 
No, there’s no more walking for nie 
no more cops with their batons 
pressing me — move on 

sticking me — move on 

killing me — move on 

No, there’s no more walking for me 
no more standing in dark doorways 
wide-eyed, wired 

always ready to pounce 

waiting for the heat, the fire 

for the light to come . 

No, there’s no more walking for me 
no more dying in gray _ 

Now I’m clean clear through 

made new 

So when I’m out in the rain 

that’s where I want to be 

and if I stink, it’s because I want to 
and if I sit with the pigeons and 

my brother Juan Alberto now and then 
it’s because I never want to forget 
not ever in this life 

and maybe the next 

that I’m gray and common too 
invisible too 

that like them 

I lived on scraps and hand-outs too 
No, there’s no more walking for me 
No more walking for me. 


The Ignored 
by George Wynn 
In a rainy day Union Square cafe 
I hear a tourist say 

"They never go away 

no matter how much 

you give them, you must 

learn to ignore them" 


As I drink my coffee to the 
pitter patter on the glass pane 
the passers-by do just that 


Fragment 


A strong community 

Is a community 

That looks after their own. 

A weak community 

Is a community 

That shows no concern for their own. 
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A homeless man with outstretched arms asks for help. 


Member of the Family 
by George Wynn — 

She says good morning 

to the San Francisco fog 

prays to God and bites 

into an apple before 

petting her dog 


She's seen all she wants 
to see of shelters and 
cops frisking her on 
the wrong side of town 


Before the sun goes down 
she'll move on to another town 
leaving is a matter of habit 


At fifty she's still got 

all her beautiful blonde hair 
after feeding her dog 

playing with his paw 

memories of human connection 
also keep her company 

and give her hope in the raw 
cold of an abandoned warehouse 


Among her family she alone ~ 
is labeled a failure after 
her divorce and hospitalization 


She can't go home 

and feels so, so, so left out 

if only they could understand 
she doesn't want to roam 


\ Under Suspicion . 


by Dee Allen 


Protectors of these fascist streets 
Chose me as their scapegoat 
Callous judgment out of panic — 


Three squad cars 
circled around me 
predators closing in on prey 


Frisking down my trench 
Frisking down my person 


| Prying into my tote bag 


& found 


No weapons, no drugs, 

No crowbar, no club 
Gave me an unwanted I.D. check, 
a consciousness Shakedown & — 
no apologies : 

whatsoever _ 


Faith in the law obliterated 
instantly, at least 
since they arrived 


Standing at the frontgates 
of Sorry Sara’s past 10 a.m., 
I may have been guilty alright. 


Guilty of being an 
innocent piece of darkmeat 
looking forward to an 
honest day’s toil. 


f Donate or Subscribe to Street Spirit 


| Street Spirit is published by the American Friends Service Committee (AFSC). Homeless vendors receive 50 papers a day, earn _ 


! income and find a job providing a positive alternative to panhandling, and educate the community about social justice issues. Please 


1 donate or subscribe to Street Spirit | Help us remain an independent voice for justice! 


I 
10 Lenclose $25 for one year's subscription. 


| + Lenclose a donation of $100 0 $50 0$ 25 


Send Donations to: 
AFSC 
65 Ninth Street, 


] 
] 
1 
1 
San Francisco, CA 94103 
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I Walked By Jesus 
by John Perry 
I walked by Jesus 


He was wearing 


He stood alone 
On Fourth Street 


And looked at me 


His dirty arms 


Suffering there 


Standing there 


He offers each passerby 


As I drop a couple bucks 


I wonder 


Art by Osha Neumann 


very late night thoughts 
by Michael Leslie 

basically waiting to die 

this road to nowhere 

living ghosts call now! 


isn't it enuf we die, 
do we have to kill ourselves? 
god’s stuck in mind traffic? 


life on earth's losing will to live 
because in capitalism we 
can't cooperate or care; 


forcing people off farms 
& tenements into tents 
where no one's special! 


Street Spirit is published by American 
Friends Service Committee. The ven- 
dor program is run by J.C. Orton. 
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Web designer: Ariel Messman-Rucker 
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Randy Fingland, Maureen Hartmann, 
Michael S. Hill, Tammy Huynh, Delaine 
Jones, Judy Jones, Heather Kern, 
Michael Leslie, Osha Neumann, Jane 
Norling, OCCUPRINT, John Perry, J. 
Fernandez Rua, Mary Rudge, Sue Ellen 
Pector, Tiffany Sankary, Julia Vinograd, 
Barry G. Williams, George Wynn 


All works copyrighted by the authors. 
The views expressed in Street Spirit arti- 
cles are those of the individual authors, 
not necessarily those of the AFSC. 


Street Spirit welcomes submissions of 
articles, poems, photos and art. 
Contact: Terry Messman 

Street Spirit, 65 Ninth Street, 

San Francisco, CA 94103 

E-mail: spirit @ afsc.org 

Web: http://www.thestreetspirit.org 
Visit Street Spirit on Facebook: 

www facebook.com/streetspiritnews 
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SS . 


last night. 


a grimy T-shirt 
grease-stained chinos | 
and a worn-out 
pair of sneakers 
with a broken lace. 


where it crosses Mission. 


with longing eyes. 


extended toward me 
in a silent plea. 


for sins 
not his own, 
for rejection 
He did not deserve, 
an outcast 
even from his own people. 


day after day 
with outstretched hands; 


purpose, 
love, 
and hope. 


into his cup, 


how many of us 
just pass on by. 
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| Poet Mary Rudge’s profiles of the Occupy move- 
| ment’s young organizers, students, tent dwellers, 
| 1960s-era activists, jobless artists, bus riders, 

|homeless people, and TV news watchers. 


‘the smelt i in ‘the lake, _ 
the moon on the water, Z 
my body is speaking for m 
Present,occupying. __ 
l occupy marking my plac 
onthelakeshore __ 
like a bookmark i in text of hist 
let there be help for the 99% 
every cell of my body i is saying 
I change the position my 
-| and I can see the 1 moon 
it is pregnant with promise 
beautiful, perpetual, 
even when changing I kno 
Ihave seen light fall ont 
and blossoms, the leav 
in the California night to t 
and I wonder if bounty fra 
really will trickle downw 
KS am Sa ay small ten 


nonviolence, compassion. 
they won their cause. It is that vision — 
that keeps me here - — in 


sen 


his mother 4 
: would stay in ; school. hey were poor. spite of my | fear. = 4 
He said he’d never seen a lake like th eee a 
_one surrounded by so many buildi = ings FIRST WOMAN: oo 
there must be jobs in all those _ __| (they brought out the riot squads, - 
buildings. I hear his breath as if he __| | police dogs, billy oo 
Is breathing i in hope i in his dream. clubs, tear gas, against the students _ | 
‘There is no TV here. I do not think 2 > on Telegraph Avenue, Berkeley, as | 
of commercials of cars, clothes, _ [ee rallied for Free Speen oe 
of WalMart floating a great ship _ SECOND WOMAN: 


to our shores filled with goods made 
inChina. _ SS 
Ido not think of “The Biggest Loser, : _ 
or of obese teens eating fastfood, __ 
‘or: of ue politicians tavenes 2 at the: 


They won and that passion sustains me. 
i ‘Iti is that history that keeps 
“me here —in Spite of 1 my Bee 


FIRST WOMAN: ae oe 
The students were chat and killed ae 
Kent State — another demonstration 
for peace. : 


i 

ie WOMAN: oe 
It is that wisdom, that v urgency | for 

peace as a way that keeps me here 

— in spite of my fear. 
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The Teach-In — 
by Mary Rudge 


We know those who infiltrate— 
those who love to hate — _ Boa 
those who agitate a eee 
with chaos for chaos sake — _ 

a rock through a window, 

- |aconfrontation, anything to 
disruptthe Occupy— —e 
but be like Gandhi, Chavez, King - a 
project out your inner peace — 
| be like the Irish who taught under 
trees and bushes when schools — 
were closed to theirneeds— 
we teach, in streets and doorways, _ 
on sidewalks and by thelake, 
of peace ways we can take 
for change. 

We have the will and the skill 
for arbitration, negotiation, 


eS 


| ‘Iti is valid t to oes war anywhere. 


joctabtnebe erneabienh tals hire 


| _Have you seen the diagram pie _ reconciliation, as we 

_ showing the percent of the _ | overcome by 
national budget spent _ | _ Occupy — 
S on the Peasant | | | Se 
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/oices of the Occupy Movement 


“Outgrow the Status Quo” 


The TV Watcher 
by Mary Rudge 


I am not at the Occupation 

but it is my dedication to see the same 
TV news broadcast many times. 

I watch, what are they doing now? 
Will do next? 

But the same scenes replay 


over and over — 3 o’clock, 6 o’clock, 


10 o’clock, 11 o’clock news. 
I watch. Will the president speak, 
the mayor act? More people come? 
| Like me, you have not been to the 
living graveyard, lying on the street 
under a sheet. 
Like me, you too have not held hands 
around the lake 
praying for peace, 
stood with a lit candle at the 
BART stations at specified times 
handing out leaflets about war, 
so people knew — 
Afghanistan, Iraq, the people 
| starving in Sudan for years, 
the people hungry and homeless 
on American streets, 
more than ten years now, 
| less real to our eyes than the 
reality game shows we see — 
in this era of spectators 
| who watch and know 
| but do not act. 


| You too, like me, could not be there, 
but are watching for change. 
Everyone may not be able to occupy 
in this protest. 
Still, I think there may be 
importance 
that some see, 
bear witness, 
watch TV. 


Poster art by Nina Montenegro. See more poster art from the 
Occupy movement at Occuprint website: http://occuprint.org a 
i 
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immune ae yen: cannot t take crowds : 
and I am her caretaker. _ 


Now I work nights while she ae 


June 2012 — Jt 


Today, we are watching the sun 

shine on the water, 

the ducks swim — so ordinary, 

but miraculous, too. _ 
They say these ducks mate for life. 
Some people aren’t like that, but I am. 
Look. See the sun shine on the water? — 


We need light. 
The light in the mind. _ 


June 2012 


“Rise Up” 


turned hee can a my face = 
and aimed. atmyeyes. 
In the hospital they said: sometimes. 
the retina damage is permanent. 
They said damage to lungs and sinuses, 
to throat membranes or other organs 
may return again far in the future. 
I have returned to sit here again 
linked arms with the sauhomores : 
andfreshmen, 

_ the independents, the 4 0 ails, 
off-beat fraternity boys, 

‘some psych,andlaw, —__ 

and social studies majors _ 

and other students who will have 

professions an 
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| $20, 000 debt from aden ibans: 
Been paying back for eT years 
-andis32yearsold oA 
and still in debt. 

Tam 19 

I only wanted an education. 
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» yet tney 
The cation in poor with low-paying 
jobs, the workers and others, unable — 
to drive, they will be rerouted, ae 
a they will be late for their ‘jobs, they 


will be let out to walk far to the next 
bus they must transfer to, 
_ the bus won’t be able to 
get through the crowds. 


Hae will not arrive there at ihe time! 


must pick up my - 

child from day care. 

The buses have been rerouted, 
“the people with walkers and 

_ wheelchairs must find © 


the bus they must transfer to. = - ce 


Thetransfernowis 
long away. They haven no cars, 2 
there are things — 

they must carry. Sian pinnot 


The} premient of the art os said: 


“Tn any given year there are 


| 25,000 art majors in the Bay Area _ 


| and not all will get work 
in design or even to teach — 


some of you will wait tables and do. 


| more menial jobs to support your art, 
_yet you will always be glad for 
_what you learned about art here.” 


It is said creativity is the world’s 
important resource —_ 

I see how there can be beauty — 
I am designing 

in my mind this better 

— more fair and just — society 
even as I stand in 

the unemployment line. 


oil lala Adicio bobbi meiner 


“Decolonize Wall Street” 


| The Homeless Person 


| 
by Mary Rudge | 
i 
| 


It’s six a.m. and the homeless _ 
up and down the street must 
pick through trash. There’ll be 


| no breakfast if something’s not found. 


There’ll be no lunch or any other meal 


if something’s not found. Maybe a few 
aluminum cans of trade value, 
thrown away hamburger scraps, 
half-eaten apple. 

Soup kitchen lines extend for blocks 
before 8 a.m., no more can be fed 
there, even for compulsory prayers. 
Old prayers that fed people have failed, 
prayers that got people off the street 
into homes — not under bridges or in 
doorways or under cardboard. 


And the God of jobs and neighbors, 
the God of milk and plenty, rice, 
potatoes, beans and coffee; the God 
of cornfields and tomatoes, waits, 
expectant, on the corners, as the 
oil-slick cars go past, with others, 
billfolds bulging, on their way to make 
munitions, in the strongest, richest, 
cleverest — they tell me — 

country of the modern world. 


- | 
| What an a Sane change 
| | for you, future reader, _ 


_in your peaceful room. 
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By Ernesto Yerena, Orlando Arenas, Sandra Castro, Ricardo Lopez 


A 1960s Demonstrator 


by! Mary Rudge _ 


d It was tie-dye on the peace mareh, 
| ie was Gedye in the par = 


3 ng t 
Tt: was we in a love with carck 
_and sure that we could save SS 
in Berkeley where so many 
_were in academic labor 

leading protests for change _ 
Oh yes, there was a time 

whenallcolors  __ 
‘synchronized —w 
_and together — 

rightfulness — 

was coming right peters our eyes. 


s but government _ 

with tear gas and riot aus and more 
destroyed our work _ 

so government « could go 0 on as before. : 


but NOW can be the time | 
when protests will right wrong 

and a better world can be _ 
et by: as so _ 


ee ee ee ee 
The Traveler 
| by Mary Rudge ~ 
lam thinking of myself in Hong Kong 
photographing the effigy on the 
sidewalk, made in empathy of the 
students dead in Tiananmen Square, 
_a student with eyeglasses beside him 
_ with wire frames bent, crushed, 
_ lenses broken, the book’s pages ae 
| scattered, spattered with blood, 
the stuffed body askew. — : 
_ arms outflung, as beaten, shot down, 


They wanted the democracy too 
they thought this country had — 


I Now, the foreclosures, the homeless 
on the street, the students who 

_ cannot pay the university — i 

i _ the unemployed i in ipa 


IL 
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| ‘An Occupant t Speaks 


: You think this is the end — 


| watch us begin... 
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In a Shelter with 
the 1970 Blues 
by George Wynn 


He's sitting alone 

in the shelter reading 
the Sporting Green 
which is better than sleeping 
alone on a mean street 


He reads that the heavyweight 
champion of the world 

Joe Frazier has died 

now he's inside a 1970 
memory: full of life 

teaching sculpture 

with his wife 


He told himself years ago 
he'd never go to a shelter 
Here he is: no 

energy, will or hope 
tired of people staring 
and calling him weird 
He just wants to stop, give up 


Often lonely, he got a dog 
someone to care for 
and care about him 
then the dog died 


Now here he is: 
his balance (emotional 

and physical) waning 
Nothing in reserve 
scratching his Moses beard 
debating foregoing 

the final round 


Butterfly Prayers 
by Claire J. Baker 
Butterflies on flowers 

press their wings together 


like Praying Hands we see 
in windows of bargain shops 


Another Drop 
by Jack Bragen 

Short man 

Tall man 


Weak man 
Sleek man 


Prince 
Pauper 
Rich 
Homeless 
Biker 
Lawyer 
Smart Man 
"fool" 


President 

Too young to vote 
Domestic Engineer 
Space Shuttle Engineer 


Truck Driver 
Book Writer 
Floor Cleaner 
Business Manager 


All of us in our time 

Stand naked before the light 
It makes no distinctions 
We’re all worthy 


No matter who 

we think we are 

No matter what 

we think we’ve done 

We are a droplet of water 
going back into the ocean 


All debts become repaid 
We shed our shells 

What we are and were 
And we are again innocent 


Born Good 


by Sue Ellen Pector 
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i believe for 


{every tear 


by Judy Jones 


i believe for every tear 

an infant sheds 

a trillion angels appear 
drying their eyes 

holding ‘em near 

bathing them in divine light 


i believe for every child 

that dies alone in the night 
two billion saints gather round 
holding its tiny soul tightly 

to their breasts and placing it 
at the feet of our lord 

where it finally finds rest 


i believe that god’s gold 

can never be bought 
borrowed or sold ; 
and will remain thru eternity 
and offered to the little ones 
that suffered most 


i believe one day 

we shall all weep 

for those we walked past 
and let die 

forgotten on the streets 


and most of all i believe 
that divine love 

erases all and makes new 
you and me 

setting our spirit souls free!! 


I believe 
oh my god 
i doth believe!!!! 


Lady Luck 


by George Wynn 


While chess players 
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Veteran at Home 
by Julia Vinograd 


A veteran demands his room be hotter. 

His bones chilled in a hospital under the nurse’s cold fingers 
and colder smiles and a spiderweb of tubes. 

At night he could almost see the summer spider 

waiting to drain his heat as it drained his buddies. 

The veteran makes his family build up a fire in his room. 
He has a double vision. When he looks out the window 

the rose vine in full-scented bloom covering his window frame 
is also the spiderweb of tubes. Nurses walk in the flames. 
He snarls, and tries to turn them into strippers and fails. 
Before he was shot he sweated in his armor all the time 

and cursed the heat. And now he can’t remember. 
Sometimes his eight-year-old son comes in with a basketball. — 
They both say hello politely, as they were told. 

But the whole desert stretches between them. 


Street Musician 

by Julia Vinograd 

He sits on a blue egg crate under a street-corner tree, 

his long crossed legs balancing a guitar. Skinny wrists. 
Hungry ribs. A string of dark feathers and beads 

dangles from his vest. Black hair tied in a ponytail. 

He plays red-black cherries he can’t reach. 

He plays rare steak and onions with a sizzling fringe of fat. 
He plays bulging burritos and hot sauce. 

He plays corn on the cob with plenty of butter. 

He plays pepperoni pizzas spinning around people’s heads 
like saints’ gold haloes. He plays everything he hasn’t eaten 
for almost a week. His music opens doors in the air to picnics, 
deviled eggs, tuna sandwiches, a bowl of apples, 

chocolate cake and lemonade. His music slices sunset clouds 
like big pink hams. His music is a mirage of a feast in the desert. 
His music makes mouths water. 


FLOWERS 
by Julia Vinograd 


Bad street where 2 gangs fought over territory. 
Neighborhood families demanded help. . 
The city council planted a row of flowering trees. 


which barter for eternity. eae ene a, ee pea me pulps eae = every other paving stone. 
We're not as wise as time, the soft gentling a beggarman holds out his b T 2 bi nay, 80 oe PEN 

yet know that any moment of an elder; hands and an aristocratic lady ite i a obaatraine: re d ee akod piclesehowiecled 
could trigger urgent hours born good with gloves and straw hat imc pi Wahi re: aeons: Hades amipnii at = a 
when we'll need help from God we deserve love places a twenty in over a clenched muscle, jail house tears 


and flowers. And flowers. 

Two gangs fought, left a young boy behind with a knife wound. 
White petals didn’t dial 911. 

White petals covered his rose tattoos, 


or from butterflies on flowers. sans harm. 


each swollen palm. 


why in god’s name she cried 


today at social security 


did they put her last spangled his leather and turned red in his blood. 
by Judy Jones A few white petals slipped between his lips instead of breath. 
today at aoGil ity i did oo eee Hh A flowering branch torn off in the struggle lay beside him. 
vai a Berry Here see ilanastanien waar His mother asked for the branch but by the time she got there 
a man shaking so badly he couldn't stand to bully anyone all the petals had fallen 
| telling everyone he just got out of jail who stepped outta line j 
and needed a hand but ya see 


Identities 
by Joan Clair 


"Later that afternoon the soldiers came ... to inspect our yard 
.... they watched Tae-yul ... burning a huge pile of rose of 
Sharon trees ... and marched off .... The little rose of Sharon 
tree [hidden] in its pot amid the workshop clutter was safe." 

— Linda Sue Park, When My Name was Keoko 


he had no teeth 

and looking in his eyes 

i could see he was in a place 
few on earth see 


no one in this place had the strength to even fight 
which was long gone 

and all that was left were dreams 

of what they could have been if only 


his job was finished each day 
before work began 

not one person struggled with him 
past a few nasty words 


and the young woman 

weighing about 300 pounds 

talking on her phone 

bout her daddy who beat her so badly 
they came and took her away 

when she was only three 


"Inasmuch as you have done it unto one of the least of these ... 
you have done it unto me." — Matthew 25:40 


sighing he would go back to his post 
still longing for a good fight 


Who could imagine the inclusiveness of the "least of these?" 


and now she lived in shelters or on the street but alas he knew too 
: 4 * e e e e 2 s 
with her baby in hand dhe peuple hadiliees beaten agin Animals in a Polish 200 exterminated by the Nazis for their 
she was begging for a place into the ground by life vine ore speane racial P uty ‘: 5 
a She could call home and find peace and he would never have the great fights coll ne geet cnntaiee ee d posealin neha 
the couple from china he dreamed of every night y Bie . : 


trees, the "national symbol" of Japan. 

* Pets who became homeless after their owners were taken 
away by the Nazis, not given new homes because of their 
| "ethnic identity." They were considered "Jewish dogs." 


who spoke not a word of english, nor heard when watching cops and robbers on ty 


and instead looked into space 
refusing to accept they too were part of this place 


and the tattooed woman 

a snake on her face 

and spiders lizards and worms 
covering her arms and legs 


a man and wife nodding off on hard drugs 

he holding her upright 

so the security guard wouldn’t make them leave 
while they drifted in and out of opium dreams 
Waiting to get on ssi 


Animals and trees are among the "least of these," given identi- 
ties, ethnicities, nationalities that have nothing to do with them. 


i looked at everyone 
soaking in their pain 
and knew once again 
they were me and I them 


Gratitude 
by Joan Clair 
The homeless man who wandered into Cafe Gratitude 

had never heard of a piece of cake for $8.00. | 
Yet this is where his path had taken him; 
so I bought him a piece of cake, 

and someone else bought him a bag of granola. 


Cafe Gratitude has something to be grateful for. 


and the elderly man who was alone but _ 
seemed to know this was not his true home 
and he like me and all the rest were but pilgrims 
just passing thru this temporary place 


no one was above or below another 
we were all one 
in the same dream 


and the woman yelling at the guards 
she wanted to been seen by a clerk now 
and would fight anyone who got in her way - 


a super clear mirror did i see today 
of the 2012 usa society 
while at the social security office down the street 
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"ON THE ROAD" 
by Claire J. Baker 


Jack Kerouac and the gang 
chose the streets — slums, 

later swamps, deserts, woods, 
even tents, but they managed 
somehow to keep on going — 
"beat" as they were, winnowing 
their lives down to the point of 
no return, or that sidewise eight 
for Infinity... 


Bebop Friend 
by George Wynn 
Kicking back on 

South of Market side street 
out of view of ticket police 
sharing a king-size falafel 
sandwich and tall cool one 
with old musician friend 
telling me tales 

of the spontaneity and feeling 
of Bebop and Charlie Parker's 
exquisite technique. 


"Lot's changed" I chime in 
"Nothing's changed 

back then I sported a 
goatee, wore shades 

and a beret and they 

called us creeps 

Now I walk down the 
street with my cane 

and my bundle and 

they call me homeless 
creep." 


Holding Onto Hope 
in San Quentin Prison 


| [hold onto hope because - 
I don’t know how not to 


I tried to figure things out 
except each step appears new 


Separation is built , 
instead of building up each other 


It’s not hard to see that 
we as humans are one 


Until this madness stops 
we won’t move any further ; 


I hold onto hope because | 
I don’t know how not to 


I hold onto hope because 
I can’t do this without you 


I’m holding onto hope 
Hold onto hope with us! 


The three authors of this poem 
are inmates in San Quentin Prison. 


See Him Again 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


I take my shoes and my breasts 
get the former repaired, 
the latter x-rayed. 


After the painful procedure, 
I take a walk, stand beside 

a fig tree I love, 

stroke her trunk and cry. 


At the library, 

awaiting the elevator, a gray-haired 
African American expresses 
concern about a little girl. 


The elevator arrives, I say, 
“TI was never that young, 

I sprang fully grown from . 
my father’s forehead; 

I miss my dad.” 


*“You’ll see him again,” 
he exits the elevator; 
tears fill my eyes. 


by Stevie Lamar Fields, Barry G. 
Williams, Michael Sabre Bee 
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Proud and Happy 


Bag Lady 
by Ava Bird 


iam a bag lady! 


i carry bags around wherever i go! 


bags and bags and bags of necessities 
like food and water, lip balm and 
pens, shoes and bras, 


photos and phones, underwear and 
socks, papers, scissors, rocks 


in my bags of life, 


my bags of living in the now, 


holy bags of sacred chow and dough 


presents for friends and the present is 
our present, 


our presence is like a wrapped gift 
with a bow, 


deep conscious awareness minus any 
baggage, 


reflections in the mirrors of the clouds, 


back to the clarity of sunshine, blind- 
ed by the light at times, 


dark circles with eye bags 


clean thy bags of dirty laundry, 


my hemp bags take me to the beach 
with bags of goodies, hats and hoodies, 


let’s score a bag at farmers markets, 
no plastic please, 


thanks for the cloth bag and the han- 
dles on my paper bags, 


ry ec 
w col 
RC Cet) ib 
Art by Tiffany Sankary 


double bags, 


thanks for helping me with my bags 
when they are heavy baggage, 


i must let go and rest too, 


release my bags when it’s time to go, 


I Am From the Place of Nightmares and Dreams 
by Tammy Huynh 


never forget: bags to the airport! 


everyone’s bags and bags! 


Tam from the pencils that yell out the sialinesy 4 
I am from the flowers that are thirsting for attention: © | 
I am from the comic pages filled with superheroes that comfort every child that 


they don’t even know they are Dae | 
“| people too ay 


and how much weight and baggage 
they carry 


one day Superman will come and save them 

I am from the mute shadows that chase after you for help 

I am from a place where there is no oxygen, just clouds of fear that float in the 
atmosphere 

Our homes are our turtle shells 

I am from the footsteps of these murderers that walk through the icy night 

| Iam from the fiery red devil that lurks in the man’s pocy as Me stands pointing a 
gun at you 

I am from the inipatient bullets that do not wait until your old age for death 

I am from the beat-up cars’ headlights that flash the screaming clips of young 


_| even with no bag please, i just use my 
| own, 


BYOB: bring your own bags please! 


the goddess blesses she who brings 
her own, 


like her and you, 


and us 


i’m just another independent modern 
day DIY bag girl, 


just another proud & happy, crazy 
bag lady! 


children’s beatings 

I am from the rocking chair that whines and aches on the hardwood floor for so 
many generations of old people have sat on it 

I am from the books that itch for someone to flip their pages 

I am from a place where people live in nightmares and dream about paradise 


SUPPOSE 
by Claire J. Baker 


harshest reality 
led 

to hinterlands 
of fantasy 

and there the 
shy little bird 
in our soul 
sang, waiting. 


Tammy Huynh, an East Oakland youth, explained why she wrote this poem: “I have read 
the Street Spirit about many things that homeless people have experienced, and it has 
inspired me to write a poem about the similar things that I also see in my neighborhood.” 


it's sad 
by Michael Leslie 


main idea's not be homeless — 
bed, kitchen, bath 
for privacy, who'd object? 


Unpaved Thoughts on 


Sleepless Pavement 
by Claire J. Baker 


"Nearing the end of the world" — 

(could this be in the offing, 
weakened as we are by weather 
and by our endless coughing?) 


A Berkeley Beggar 
by Maureen Hartmann 


Begging must be hard, humiliating work 
yet it takes savvy of people, 

like that of a psychologist. 

The man was standing on Shattuck, 

in front of Games of Berkeley, 

dressed in the drab uniform of the poor. 
His palm outstretched in front of him 
to receive my change was grubby. 

Yet he managed to remember seeing me 
volunteering at a couple of 

public free meals. 

He earned a dollar from me 

on a clear Sunday morning. 


but nothing's given in this 
modern concrete jungle 
devoid of tribal sharing. 


We try to stay alive — 
sometimes forgetting why. 

If we rival the lowly cockroach, 
surely we'll survive? 


sad seeing innocents 
still in school or graduated 
working check-out counters 


If Prayer 
by Sue Ellen Pector 
If prayer is the cadence of yearning, 


or movie house late night 
ill-fitting purple uniform 
sweeping popcorn from seats. 


that swift, slow summoning of courage, 
if prayer is howling wolves, 

hope traveling through trauma, 

let it dance me into wonder. 


who's siphoning tax money 
forcing these kids 
to augment family income? 


i 
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Yat 


_ The SSA cradles a dead | 
baby, snow-white. Its hand _ 
| Strains toward heaven: _ 


surely the white mountain-cloud 
will envelop the baby, lift it 
away from war, away from death. 


Back From Iraq 
by George Wynn 

City buses roar by 
drenching his Rimbaud — 
book of verses _ - a 

taxis honk — , 
expelling their. curses” 


“God Hates Money” Art by Marc Saviano 
See Occupy poster art at OCCUPRINT 


ears 


Signs of Our Time 


_wet men bet and argue | 
over blitz chess by Delaine Jones” | 
His ear fills up with cries | A sign of the time, _ 2 
of "Why myson?" | a Saying that is coined, 
a village mother pleading : But oh how time and 
with the man in command: Change have come. 
"What's he done?" 
es se _A cell phone in every hand | 
Weary of pounding _ people hurrying along 
: 


San Francisco streets 
_where has he got to 

go to get a job? - 

‘It's cold out here! 

_is he going to be homeless 
month after month? 


_ sidewalks now are houses 
where people live, where they sleep, 
out of garbage cans they eat. 


People beautifully dressed 
to the nines. 

When evening comes, 

_ they have no home 


_He wants to run away 


do something bold _where they can dine. 
| maybe even reenlist bo : 
for oes , Children are no longer cherished 


_as our future. 
_ They are denied all essential resources. 


ES wcnasisnenasabaninh rhinestone aio pi inssecnaioasduenai ibm stectchinarnet alanis 


Pease SS eee a 


i _ Human Kind is no longer considered, | 
eae ination — — -£ oo a 2 But Wall Street, the big guns | 
) Pec | “ABSENCE” (cropped) Art by Jane Norling and money are worshiped. 
Take oo 
Vietnam War by Sue Ellen Pector 
by Claire J -Baker Can’t spare the requisite _ 
‘My brother, Karl, eye contact, attention, energy. 
an engineer, stayed ee Swallowed whole a 
the deities of _ 


expedience and capitalism, 


Hot Day in June 
by George Wynn 


Seagulls flying around 

UN Plaza sprinklers 
Children with happy 

faces clapping hands 

then bouncing on the ground 
it's a hot day in June 


Up Market Street 

the order's been given 
2 men in blue with 
rolled-up sleeves 

and low-slung gun belts 
have made things clear: 
Pack up and move on! 


Hiding Our Dead 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


America zips down prayers 
and buttons up wars 

with battalions of 
impoverished youngsters 
duped into dying for dreams. 


America indoctrinates 
then shames us 
for believing her spin. 


“Opportunity,” she sings, 
hiding our dead from view. 


Four men with tough 
half-century faces load up 
their sleeping bag gear 
The men in blue stare 

at them with icebox vibes 


Four men against the wall with 
downcast faces stare at the ground 
as if in a trance remembering a 
similar shakedown earlier in the year 


After they walk away with their 
quality of life tickets 

the men in blue smile and touch 
their gun belts as if adding another 
notch to their gun belt. They have 
busted four poor men. They are 
somebody. They are macho men 


cast of ‘characters - - 


a compromise? — - 
forever on cell phones. 


We com np 0 mise? 


